110                 THE HOUSE OF LIFE

SONNET VI
SUPREME SURRENDER

To all the spirits of love that wander by

Along the love-sown fallowfield of sleep

My lady lies apparent;  and the deep
Calls to the deep ;  and no man sees but I.
The bliss so long afar, at length so nigh,

Rests there attained.    Methinks proud Love must
weep

When Fate's control doth from his harvest reap
The sacred hour for which the years did sigh.

First touched, the hand now warm around my neck
Taught memory long to mock desire :  and lo !
Across my breast the abandoned hair doth flow,
Where one shorn tress long stirred the longing ache :
And next the heart that trembled for its sake
Lies the -queen-heart in sovereign overthrow.

SONNET VII
LOVE'S LOVERS

SOME ladies love the jewels in Love's zone

And gold-tipped darts he hath for painless play
In idle scornful hours he flings away ;

And .some that listen to his lute's soft tone

Do love to vaunt the silver praise their own ;

Some prize his blindfold sight; and there be they
Who kissed his wings which brought him yesterday

And thank his wings to-day that he is flown.

My lady only loves the heart of Love :

Therefore Love's heart, my lady, hath for thee
His bower of unimagined flower and tree :
There kneels he now, and all-anhungered of
Thine eyes grey-lit in shadowing hair above,
Seals with thy mouth his immortality.